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POEM TO BE DANCED 

JAN a poem say my heart 
While I stand still apart? 
I myself would be the song, 
I myself would be the rhyme, 
Moving delicately along ; 

And my steps would make the time, 

And the stanzas be my rest. 

What can I say with the words of my lips? 
Oh, let me speak from my toes' tips 
Of my treasure and zest! 

Dancing, I can tell every sweet — 
Slow and soft, soft and fleet. 
Dancing, I can tell every ill, 
All my inmost wish fulfil; 
All my sorrowing I can heal. 

[277] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Oh, to reveal 

With the bending of my head, 
With the curving of my hand, 
What no poem has ever said, 
What no words could understand! 
Things for a book too sad, too gay, 
The verses of my feet would say ; 
Telling sorrow, telling delight 
Into the very marrow of men's sight. 



UNDER THE TREE 

I have found a seat 

At the foot of a tree, 

All complete, 

Made for me. 

Smelling sweet 

With the needles of pine. 

I sit very fine 

In the hollow here 

Of my root-woven chair. 



THE DANCER 

Why are you gay, little tree, 
That you dance on the hillside? — 
Holding out your delicate skirt, 
[278] 



